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t, BOYS: "Oh, gran'pa, let him 3o some tricks for us 2. BOYS: "Here's where we have the laufjh «)n gran'pa.' 3. BOYS; "Oh, fchat's one on you, gran'pa. -Pa ycu alwayar carry

cabbagss In your Inslde pocket?"

vV/ §1 '

4. GRANDPA: "Now just wait a minute, boys, and I |l show you
e tnck."

5. GRANDPA; "Hello, what have wejiere?' 6. GRANDPAj "Well, boys, this looks like one on you all." _____r^

SO HIS HOIK
Latter Responsible for the Detec.

tive's Wide Reputation.

SOLVED DEEP MYSTERIES

f iger and John, Two Large Dogs, Have
Brcugh* Many Cnmlnals to Justice.
Hurricane Nol Detective's Keal

Name, but it Fits Him.

(Special Dispatch to The Times.)
BU-rjmLK. VA., Sept. 13..With the

possiole excepLlon of Plnkerton, the name
of no man-rhaser ln Uie United States
ls much more wldely known than Uiat
of Hurricane Branch, constable, detec-
Hve, and blOQ-houiid trainer.
His legal cognomcn is John J. S.

Jiraneh, but since the attalnnient of 110-

toriety, few people beyond personal
lrleuds Know that he has any name ex¬

cept Hurricane. which appollation, be¬
cause of Branch's sensaUoiial del t ve

methods, was first used ia a newspaper
story by this wrttcr some six years ago.
The Jitness or the UUe seems to have
been recognized ironi Uie start, a:ui it
nas stuck all the way.
Branch's mail, which nours in daily

from the East. South, and Mlddlc West,
ls lnvariahly addressed, Hurricane
Itfrancn.
L/iKe most men's reputation, Brauch's

was galncd ttirough the newspapers. lt

was not so much Uie man himself,
though he is tndlvidually a unique and
tireless man-hunter. as the bloodliounds
Uiat have given Branch such extended
notorlety. Branch is quite a cl< ver de-
tocUve. und backed by a. powerfuj con-

eutution and boundless amblUon and
love lor his work. he never abandons a

case 5o long as one vasUge of hope is

jcit He nnx boen known to endure
harflships and dangars for three or four
consecutive nights -without peoing a bed

T2G13JI AND JOHN.
The hloodhoimds which have earned

most of lJurricnns Branch's reputaU°P
_;r<> Tic-r and 3obn. large. Southern doga
which were secured lrom Fulton county.
Ga. Thcv are handsome specijnens oi
canino posh. welghing about 100 pounds
«*ch.
Branch nrst began to use bl< idhounds

ne. acccfisaxics ln criniinal-catcbsns
*.bout six years ago. The rt igs ho useo
then w«re owned by D< puty^Sberiff and
Jailor. B. IO. Korfiect, Branch's chasing
«>f bad men In Virginia aud eastern
"North Carolina cav* him a local repu¬
tation but the first Unje his name g'-'t
*«\jde circulation was In eohnecUon with
a blooflhound man-huut In wlucji
¦white niau and a negro wa_ t'.»' quarr?

Thr- «-Md of tho huni was eomewhal
feensaUonal. The men bcJieving they had
s. cood lead on th'- dogs had sat down to
rest and Cfl-mc near being1 ajiackiKs be¬
fore they knew it. They irsanagod to
rave ibemselvcs by scraxnbiing up small
eapliiiK*.
The mn-hunt Ktory was priuicd by

tnoUopolitan papers all over the coun¬
try, and Branch's reputation has been
ln -ill-! ascendency ever rince. Hardly
m crime c.f importanoe happens in this
or ncaxby states. where bloodhounds can
t>c. ot avail but Branch gels a wiro sum-
tnons to bring his dogs.

THHEK <'A1>LS ONK DAY.
To begin at the las* end Branch had

three <~tlls ono day reccnUy. A i rf-

prietor of a Uot Virginia colliery wan

.wllling to give a large sum lf Branch

and his dogs would come there and stay
fifteen days, because of tho marvelous
effect they would have on strikers. The
same day word came from Norfolk coun¬

ty that there were burglars to be trailed.
The engagejfient Branch felt found to

fi'.l was at Plymouth, X. C, where he
and bloodhound Tiger went to appear
against a white man who was accused
of train-wrccking and who was arrested
chiefly because a trall followed from the
place of the wreck led to the suspect's
ab idc.
Another r-icent case whose scquel led

tu the Indlctment of tho alleged lynchers
at Leesburg. Va.. was the chase of the
negro, Charles Craven, whose trail was

foliowed by the dogs a part of two days.
A noted Maryland case was worked on

Irist Minter when tho dogs followed the
tracks. supposed to have been made by
tho murderer of John Miller, near Keeds-
viile. over frozen ground and formalljy led

gc-dy and the result proved the supen-
orltv of canine instinct over human in-
telligence. Tiger indlcated Xell's body
was in the river but the mystery for
more than a month bafiled the whole
commuriity. skilled detectives from a

distance and the police from a hundred
cities and towns.
Jim Wilcox. convicted of Miss Crop-

sey's murder. now lies in the Elizabeth
City jail awaiting the result of an ap-
neal to tlie Supreme Court for a new

trial. I
Branch and his dogs also followed An¬

drew Carter Gilligan, the Isle of Wight
murderer now doing eightcen years for
slaving Cuarles Beverly Turner, his
Kweethearfs father. Gilligan surren-
dc-red.
Branch's bloodhounds haive trailed hun-
dreds of smaller criminals.thleves bur¬
glars and Ihe like, though not always
suoccssfully.
The bloodhounds ear Branch a hand-

HURRICANE BRANCH AND HIS BLOQD HOUNDS.

i
to a hul where tho alleged murderer was

arr'iteri. The crime could not be fast-
eued ou the :-;u:,pci:L and he was released.
The detallf? Ol Higginbolhanvs afTiir ln

j -v ehourg a few months ago are well re-

niembcred. The asFajlant has been hang-

OTHEB IXSTAXCES.
A two dav*s trail around Emporla, Va..

few vears 3go 1M to the taking of
Cotton and a white tramp- both of whom
v ,-, ivnched by daylisht ln the court-
l» square ,after State troops had been

recalled. Cotton. who. before meeting
'"¦,'¦¦ "') ctmfessed to having killed seven

men,' vas a noted criminal and expert
-iJtUol shot.
Sii'prised when aslcep in a deserted cab-

in bv three armed men who were seek-

insr bim Cotton raised up and killed two
men rcpulsed the third and escaped un-

harmed, Tho rcwards wcrc divided bc-
tv-.iu Branch and a farmer.
Tne most celebrated trail of all follow¬

ed bv Ti-er was that of Xell Cropscy, the
be-jutitel yoUng woman who last Novem¬

ber dfsa»peared from her father's porch
at Uizabeth City. X. C and whose body
«as found fioating on Posquotank River
thirtv-seveu days later.

foLTjOWEe xell cropset.
Ticcr followed Xell"? tracks about tlie

oretnisct fiftv-flve hours after tho tra-

some revenue. Xot only do his fees paj
well but he sells at fancy prices all th<
nups that can be. grown at his kennel:
in Xansemond county, just beyond th<
county bridge.
.-.-.-.

Bishop of Alabama.
A convention fpr the election of a Pro

testant Episcopal Bishop of Alabama i:

to be held at Montgomery on Octobei
Sth. Three men are prominently men¬

tioned for the place, they being the Rev
John Gardiner Murray, of Birmingham
the Rev. William Al'exander Guerry
chaplin of L.e University of tho South
at Sewanee, Tenn., and the Rev. Dr
William Thomas Mannlng, of Nashville
Tenn.
Shouid the office not be bestowed upoi

one of these, it may fall to the Rev
Matthew Brewster, of Moblle; the Rev
C. B. Wilmer, of Atlanta. a relative 01

the late Bishop Wilmer, of Alabama, 01

the Rev. A. W. Knight, of Atlanta, deai
of tho cathedral.

A. Mr. Rodgers, of Florida. aged eighty
two. dresses and plays with dolls like
a little. girl. Otherwise he is perfectlj
san*. .- . - ' ^ ^ w '"Mj

POEMS WORTH READIN6.
My Little Boy that Died.

Look at his pretty faco for just one

minute!
His bralded frock and dainty buttoned

shoes;
His firm-shut hand, the favorite play-

thing in it,.
Then tell me, mothcrs, wasn't not hard

to lose
And miss him from my side,.
My little boy that died?

How many another boy, as dear and
charming,

His father's hope, his mother"s one de-
light;

Slips through strango siekness. all fear
disarming,

And lives a long, long life ln parents"
sight!

Mine was so short a pride!
And then.my poor boy died.

I see him rocking on his wooden charg-
er;

I hear him pattering through the
house all day;

I watch his great blue eyes grow large
and larger,

Llstening .to stories. whether grave or

gay,
Told at the bright fireslde,
So dark now, since he died.

But yet I often think my boy Is Hv-
ing.

As living as my other-children are.

When good-nlght kisses I all around am

giving,
I keep one for him, though he ls so

far.
Can a mere grave divide
Me from him,.though he died?

So, while I come and plant It o'er -with
daisies""*¦

(Nothing but childish daisies all year
round).

Continually God's hand the curtaln
ralses,

And I can hear his merry voice's
sound,

And feel him at my side,.
My little boy that died.

.Dinah Marla Mulock Craik.

There's a Wind A»B!owing.
It's a war_n wind, the west wind, full of

birds' cries.
I never hear tlie west wind but tears are

in my eyes.
For it comes from the west lands, the

old brown hills,
And ...pril's in the west wind. and aaffo-

dils.

It's a fine land, the west land, for hearts
as tried as mine.

Apple orchards blossom there, where oll's
like wine.

There is cool green grass there, where
mei* may lie at rest,

And the thrushes are in song there, flut-
ing from the west.

"Wili ye not come home, brother? Ye
have been long away,

It's April and blossom time and white
is the May,

And bright is the sun, brother, and warm
is tho rain.

"Will ye not come homo, brother, home to
U3 again?

"The young corn is green, brother, where
tiie. rabblts run:

It's blue sky and white clouds and warm
rain and sun.

It's song to a man's soul, brother, fire
to a man's brain,

To hear tho wild becs and see the merry
spring again.

"Larks are slnglng in the west, brother,
above tha gresn wheat.

So will ye not come home, brother, and

rest your tired feet?
I've a balm for bruised hearts, brother,

slecp for aching eye*,"
Says tho warm wind, the west wlnd, full

of birds' crie3.

It's tho white road westward is the road
I must tread

To the green grass, the cool gras3, and
rest for heart and htad;

To the violets and the :warm hearts and
the thrushes' song,

In the; fine land, the west land. the land
where I belong.
.John Masefield, in The Speaker.

Sally Simpkin's Lament.

O. what ls tliat comes gliding in,
And quite in middling haste?

It Is the picture of my Jones,
And painted to the waist.

It is not painted to the life.
For whero's the trousers blue?

O. Jones. my dear!.O, dear. my Jones,
What is become of you?

"O, Sally, Hear, lt Is too true.
The half that you remark

Is come to say my cther half
Is bit off by a shark!

"O. Sally, sharks do things by halves,
Yet most cornpletoly do!

A bifc in one place seems enough,
But I've been bit in two.

'Tou know I once was all your own,
Eut now a shark must share!

But let that pass.for now to you-
I'ra neither here nor tiieru.

"'Alas! death lias a strango divorce
Effeeted in the sea:

It has divided me from you,
And even me from me!

"Don't fear my ghost will walk o' nights
To haunt, as people say:

My ghost can't walk, for, O, my legs
Are many leagues away!

.Lord! think.when I am swlmmlng round,
And looking where the boat is,

A shark just snaps away a half,
Without a quarter's notice.

"One half ls here. the other half
Is near Columbia placed;

O, Saliy. I have got the whole
Atlantic for my waist!

"But now, adieu.a long adleu!
I've solved death's awful ridcl'e,

And would say more, birt I am doomed
To break off ln the middle!"

.Thomas Ho>i.

Her Ideal.
She liked to read about a man.
V. ho fought and thought it fun

Tc go and kill a grizziy bear
. Ard eat him underdone.
She loved tne cavalier whose pluma
Was foremost in the light,
Who flirted with the pretty girls
And stayed out late at night.

Bat when it came to real life
She tossed her books aside,

Ur.io no sv.y.ggering hero bold.
She turned with wifely prlde.

In pc-ace and comfort she decides
Through life's Ehort span to go:

Her bfKbind wears a monocle
And murmurs, "Don't you know."

.Washington Star.

Oddities of Old Ag,e.
An aged Xew "iork woman in her will

left her husband to another woman.

A Missouri citizen, aged eighty-nine
years, climbed a tall tree to capture a

swarm of bees which had ec'riucl on a

limb. and he got 'eni.

Mrs. Hettie Green is r^otiatlny ior
an automobile; a cheap, t*ow one.

PRECIAT1GN
OF STRANGERS

Western Sportsman Writi s

About the Deep Run Hunt
Club.

We. do not know really what a credit-
able showing we make before the world
until some kind friend lets us see onr-

sc-lve3 as others see us. Captain A. W.
DuBray, of Cincinnati, a widely-traveled
gentleman, who was in Richmond some
weeks ago on a sportlng pilgximage
through tne South, has written for the
Sportamen's Keview, over his South
American pscudonym of Gaucho, a very
Interesting description of the Leep Run
Hunt Club and his Impresslons of Its
members. It ls called "Southern Kam-
bles," and reads as foliows:
To a man who roams a'oout the country

from Winnipeg and. Calgary in tha far
north to New Orieans and Saa Aiitonio
in the south, taking in all sorts of shoots
.good, bad and indifferent, meeting all
kinds of shcoters.gentlemen, put hunters.
grabbers and sportsmen.shooting one
day at a well-lald out ground, and on an¬
other where it is dlfficult to even see the
trap-house, to such a man, I subtnit,
comes now and then a partlcularly attrac¬
tive spot, and one to which his mind in-
voluntaruy reverts when m a. pensive
mood.
Then. what really and above all counts

for most, is the personnel of any gun
club. The kind of stuff the men who
comprise it are rnade. The welcome with
which they receive a visltor. the general
treatment "they accord nim, and the well-
bred style ia which iney immediately
make him feel at home.
Some people are fortunata enough to

be clad by nature In rnlnoceros hida,
so blind to cool and indifferent treatment
that any words of encouragement or sym-
pathy are slmply wasted on them. But
others are.unfortunately.thinner skin-
ned, more'a the pity, and to these I would
sav: "There are gun clubs and gun
cliibs." Fortunatfely the good ones pre-
dominate to such a large extent that the
others loom up the more by contrast and
because one seldom sees them.
It has been my pleasure from time to

time to make mention of some strlctng
featuro found afield or at some particu-
lar shooting ground. ari3 now it Is wi'/i
exquisite delight that I will gW« mj
-oaders a bird's eye view cf the famour
Deep Run Hunt Club. or Richroi>*id. Va.
lu tho first place, then, at oce of the

most charming pastoral spots on earth
is tho "Rosedale Lodge." owned by the
Ginter csjtate. and rented by the Deep _C_J_
Hunt Club for $1,000 per year. Thts coun¬
try place covers an area of 127 acres, ly¬
ing between Richmond, Fredericksburg
and Potomao railroad and borders on tho
Hermitage Road, along which runs the
Lakeside trolley. The house itself. sur-
rounded by a broad verandah, ls a mode!
of its kind.cool, eomfortable. well ap¬
pointed. and, in fact, all that a club-
house. should be. It ls located in two
acres of lawn, gardea and trees, encircled
bv a four-foot hedga of honeysuckle, all
admirably kept and beautiful to look
upon. At some distance are the tralnVg
stables, race track. while in the fi/J-
are bar and hedge jumps ror tne scrfool-
ing of hunters.the hunting season con.-

mcnclng at tho fall hors^-snow, and con-
ttnuing until spring race meet.
At the west is the mile race track. ono

of the ftnest in the country, bui't at a cost
of from five to six thousand gooara. There
ls being surveved at present a strip of
ground adjacent to the rest to be used as
a polo field. I mention these various
points of n'iterest in the endeavor to
show what a grand placa it all Ls.
Ncrw we come to the shooting ground.

wtiich in my humble opinion !_ wlthou:
doubt absolutely perfect. It lies d'.rectly
in front of th^ Lodge. llat oa a billiard
table with the sllghtest down grade.
barely enough to drain itself. The traps
are set live in a row. five yards apart,
and every target is thrown against the
open skv, and can be seen plamly and
distinctly from tha time ic tops the very
low screen until it allghts fifty to fifty-
five yatds from wher.ee it has sprung.
TJ__ _xi-flj2£_ments of the ground is such

that the targets appear to dart from the
st.d. gllding sllcntly and awlttly along
when vjsi blown into dust t>y a. c-iargc of
shoi.
The regular club members' score it at

fifty targets, known traps. nnknown
angtes, and believe me ::iey are suro

i enough angles, .-.- sharp and acute tr.at
"one has to prouette to catch aome «>t
them. The shooting ls slmply Sne. and
were it not for the Ineomporable fore-
ground good scorea would seldora be made.
As it is. however; from 15 to 13. oc even

riiade bythe best shots in tne 'club. But
be not de :eived the only easy part ai> i.ut
it all is the clear and anobstructed view
one has of the targct at nii tlmes and un¬
der all conditions during the afternoon,
when the snu is at the sbooter'a bacS.
The officers of the club are: Presldi nt,

J. T. Anderson: Vfce-President, Thomas
X. Carter: Secretary .l-.try atontague:
Treasurer, William Rueger; Master ofi
Hounds. H. C Beattie. Governors.Pres¬
ident and Vlce-President ex-offlclo, AYil-
liam Rueger. J. R. J. Anderson. T'r.
Joseph A. White. T. X. Carter, J. T.
Anderson, Spencer L. Carter, II. C.
Beattie. Allen Potts, w. jti. Colquitt,
Frank W. Christian and B. H. Gmnriv.
The traps aro uuclyr the supervisior. ot

Mr. Cllff Lynham anri when T say rhac
they work as weil as tbose used by Man¬
ager Elmer Shaner. of tne Interstate As¬
sociation, I think that arnply covers th<»
case. During the shooting a simple but
exqulslte lunchebn is served to the mem¬
bers and their guests and between shots
ham and cheese .samlwiehes. etc. cold
sparkling beer, eomfortabie seatn. cozy
chats and a smoke. all ko to majte of it
a most enjoyable afternoon. Other
llqulds are obtainabfe at the club-hou**
nr.d stunnlng mint jn'ievs. srprjetl uncer
the shade o£ widespreading trees, imparc
a soft and rneiiow feeling that makes
one deplore the brevity of the Iongest
summer'? day nnd regret that twllfght
is so soon at hand, forbidding by it»
scant thoush clear itgnt further attempts
to smash the elusive saucers.

After all. to shoot well and make h!gh
scorea ls a gift known to but few men.
To shoot one's best. r.mT strlve to im¬
prove. la within th* power of all. A bril-
liant. stylish. d.ishlng stiot is a shlr.i::g
mark.a gtistenicg gun.but wh«n all i*
said and done, to shoot at the very for*-
most point is not the end of th« chapfer.
unless the lueky mortal h:i2 other tratts
besides. So lt is that in a club of the
Hoclal standlng of the Deep Run Hunt
Club one see? trap shooting at Its very
best, 1. e.. shoottng purely for the love of
lt and for the sport. ner se.
In concluslon. I will sa.y to you. gen¬

tlemen of Richmond. that you are to be
congratulated on having so sunerb a club
so perfect a shooting ground. and or*
so admlrably equipped. Buc albait in
all faimess it must be said that nmw
could more richly deserve tt. None could
jrrace it better: non» could enjoy it mor*
keenly. and surely none could make a
wanderer feel more at home, comfort-
able welcome and serene. So lt 13 that
or.ee your honored guest, always your
debtor, for recolleetion d!lfts- your way.
Iingerlng about the o!d Richmond Of the
old Virginia State. And one feels better
for knowing such a splendid, manly, court-
eous, affable and polite set of men aa
compose the Deep Run Hunt Club.
Cincinnati. O. GAL'CHO.

CARRIER PIGEONS FOUND
EXHAUSTED IN THE ALPS

(Speclal Cahle to The Ti.m?s, Copyright
1902.)

GEXEVA, Sept 6..Several dozens of
c&rrier plgeona let loose at Romo for
Brussel3 have been picked up ln the

Southern Swis3 Canton3 either de.id or in
an exhausted condition. Most of them
carried the foilowing message: "I am

tired and htingry. Treat me well and let
me go."
Alpine guides sa,y these birds were at-

tracred by the srtow-capped mownieJaK,
as rnoths by a candlc, hovercd a ¦. !

pealts until exhausted. Ou being fed aad
released somo pursucd their journey
north ward, while others, aeeming to proflt
by their hard experience, turned back
South.

/


